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delegates that great question would be decided. It was February 14, 1919, and that night we were to leave Paris for home.
Of course I was eager to be there to hear him, but as the meeting was for members only, and not the public, this seemed impossible. Mr. Wilson always stood away from asking favours for himself or for anyone close to him; so I would not add to his cares by repining over my disappointment but went to our dear Dr. Grayson and asked if he thought it would be very dreadful if I should ask M. Cle-menceau (who was president of the Conference) if there was any way in which I could be admitted. The Doctor was keen for it, and said he, too, was crazy to go, so if I would let him ask "the Tiger", saying he came from me, he was sure the old Frenchman would try to arrange it.
Before doing this, though, I decided to ask my husband if it would in any way embarrass him should my request be refused. He thought it over a moment, and said: "In the circumstances it is hardly a request, it is more a command, for he could not very well refuse you." "That being the case then I shall certainly make it," I said, and he looked up from his desk and laughed. "Wilful woman, your sins be on your own head if the Tiger shows his claws." "Oh, he can't, you know; they are always done up in grey cotton," I answered, referring to the gloves Clemenceau wore, even at table.
I knew from this that Dr. Grayson and I were free to make the request.
The meeting was in the great Room of the Clock, and under the huge timepiece from which that chamber in the Ministry of Foreign Affairs takes its name was a long table for the heads of the Commissions. The other delegates occupied seats with desks or tables in the main part of the room. At the far end, facing the dock and the Conference table, heavy red brocade curtains concealed a small alcove just large enough for two straight chairs, and seemingly made for eavesdroppers.